























NU MBER XCVI. 





By ADAM FITZ-ADAM. 





To be continued every THURSDAY. 





THursbDAay, Offober the 31ft, 1754. 









notwithftanding all I had faid in a 


ey: Q 
OTS LER, former paper concerning the general 


~~ reformation that had taken place by 


means of thefe efiays, there were people amongft us 
who were taking pains to undo all I had done; and 
that unlefs I exerted myfelf notably on a new occafion, 
my labours for the good of mankind would fall fhort of 
their effect. ‘The writer of this letter proceeds to in- 
form me, that he has lately obtained a fight of a drama- 
tic manufcript (taken, as he fuppofes, from a ftory in 
* Machiavel) called Betpurcor, or the Marriep Dz- 
VIL, 
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vit, which manufcript, he is credibly affured, is intend- 
ed to be offered at one of the theatres this very feafon. 
My correfpondent inveighs greatly againft the evil ten- 
dency of this piece, of which he has fent me a {hort 
tranfcript, entreating my publication of it, as a warning 
to the managers againft confenting to it’s exhibition. 
The tranfcript, which confifts only of one fhort fcene, 
together with the introduction, is exactly as follows. 

Berpnecor, a heathen devil, in the difguife of chriftian 
flefo and blood, makes his entrance upon the flage ; where, 
after a clap of thunder, and feveral flafhes of lightening, 
another devil of a fmaller fixe, dreffed like a lacquey, in a 
flame-coloured livery, trimmed with black, and fluck round 
with fireworks, rifes from a trap door, delivers a letter 
to BELPHEGOR, and, making a very low bow, defcends 
in thunder and lightening as he rofe. Betruecor then 
comes forward and reads the letter, which contains thefe 
qwords. 

‘© FoRASMUCH as our true and trufty devil and cou- 
<¢ fin, BELPHEGOR, hath, in obedience to our commands, 
‘* fubmitted himfelf to the torments of the married ftate 
for one whole year upon earth, thereby to inftrua& 
Us in the nature of wives, and to get remiflion of 


‘¢ nunifhments for all hufbands. in thefe our realms ; 


«Ce 


cc 


“e 


and We, well-knowing the many miferies he hath 
«< endured in this his ftate of flefh, and being gracioufly 
‘ pleafed to releafe him from his bondage, have order- 
«ed that the earth do open at fix in the evening of 
this prefent day, to re-admit him to our dominions. 


“«* Given at our palace, &c. 
> 


“e 


‘© PLUTO.” 
BeLPuEGor expreffes great joy at reading the letter, 
and while he is thanking Piruto for his clemency, and 


congratulating 
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congratulating bimfelf that his deliverance is near at hand, 
Harvequin enters at the back of the flage, looking very 
difconfolately, and bowing to Bet puecor, who, after fur- 
veying kim with wonder, exclaims as follows. 

Bet. Hey-day! Who, in the name of Proserpine, 
have we here? Some other devil upon a frolic too, I 
fuppofe! He looks plaguy difcontented. If thou art a 
devil, fpeak to me. (Harlequin fhakes his head) A 
Frenchman I prefume; but then he would have found 
his tongue fooner. Are you married, friend ? 

Har. A very miferable fellow, fir. 

Bex. Why, ay; that founds a little like matrimony. 
But who are you? For by the knave’s look, and the 
fool’s coat, you fhould be fome extraordinary perfonage. 

Har. I could eat a little, fir. 

Bex. Very likely, friend. But who are you, I fay? 

Har. A poor Harlequin, fir; married yefterday, 
and now running away from my wife. 

Ber. A Harlequin! What’s that ? 

Har. Were you never at the playhoufe, fir? A Har- 
lequin is a man of wit without words; his bufinefs is 
to convey moral fentiments with a nod of the head, or 
a fhake of the nether parts—I'll fhew you after dinner, 
if you pleafe, fir. 

(Berpuecor waves his hand, anda table rifes with 
provifion and wine.) 

Har. Sir, you moft humble fervant. If it was not 
for hunger, now, I fhould beg leave to afk, fir, if you 
are not the devil. (Szés down and eats.) 

Bex. A devil that will do you no harm, friend. 

Har. But are you really the devil, fir? 

Bex. Have you any objeGion, Mr. Harlequin ? 

Har. None in the leaft, fir; it is not my way to 
object to trifles. Sir, my humble duty to you. (Drinks) 

Yes, 
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Yes, yes, fir, you muft be the devil, or fome fuch 
great perfon. And pray, fir, if ane may make bold to 
afk, how go matters below, fir? I fuppofe you havea 
world of fine company there. But I am afraid, fir, the 
place is a little too fmoaky for the ladies. 

Bex. To thofe who have not been ufed to town in- 
deed 


Har. Tobe fure, fir, the town is a very natural pre- 





paration. You live pretty much as we do, I fuppofe ? 

Bex. Pretty much fo, as to the pleafures of the place ; 
rather lefs {candal among us. | 

Har. And more finning, perhaps ? 

Bev. Very little difference as to that: hypocrify we 
have none of: people of fafhion, you know, are above 
hypocrify ; and we are chiefly people of fafhion. 

Har. Nodoubt, fir. A good many new-comers I 
reckon from England ? 

Bex. A good many, friend; we are particularly fond 
of the Englith. 

Har. You have them of all profeffions, I prefume ? 

Bex. Lawyers we donot admit. They are good fort 
of people in general, and take great pains to come among 
us ; but I don’t know how it is, we are apt to be jealous 
of them I| think and fo they goa little lower down. 


Har. Divines of all religions, I fuppofe? 





Bex. Rather of Noreligion, friend: of thofe we have 
abundance ; and very much refpected they are indeed. 

Har. Phyficians too no doubt? 

Bex. And that’s alittle odd; for we have no deaths 
among us; and yet there isno country under Heaven, I 
believe, fo ftocked with phyficians as ours. 


Har. Any traders, pray? 
Bert. Aworld of them, of the better fort. The in- 
duftry 
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duftry and wealth of thofe gentlemen will always fecure 
them a warm place with Us. 

Har. Atheifts I fuppofe in plenty ? 

Bez. Atheifts! Not that I remember. We have 
abundance of fine gentlemen ; but I never heard that they 


profefied atheifm below. 
Har. And pray, fir, do any of the players make you 


a vifit? 

Ber. I never heard that they went anywhere elfe. 
They are a little unmanageable indeed ,; but we have 
them all, from Rofcjus of Rome, to Joe Millar of 
Drury-lane: and a fine company they are. Befides, we 
have all the wits that ever wrote ; and then we have no 
licencer to be a check upon their fancies ; though I 
don’t remember that lewdnefs has been carried a degree 
farther than with You. 

Har. Very likely, fir. But pray, fir, if I may be 
indulged, who are your favourite ladies at prefent? 

Bet. Why, indeed, among fo large a number, it is 
hard to fay which. The nuns ofall nations are reckoned 
mighty good fort of women; but a devil of true tafte 
will tell you that a thorough-bred Englifh woman of 
quality will go beyond them. 

Har. You are pleafed to compliment the Englith 
ladies, fir. And what extraordinary bufinefs, if I may 
have leave to afk, may have been the occafion of this 
vifit ? 

Bet. Curiofity and a wife: the very two things that 
fend you gentlemen upon a vifit to Us. 

Har. May be fo. And pray, fir, what ftay do -you 
intend to make ? 

Bet. Only this evening. 

Har. Can I do you any fervice, fir ? 


BEL. 
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Bex. Ay; you fhall make love to my wife. 

Har. Her ladythip is from hell too, I fuppofe ? 
Bex. Going thither as faft as fhe can, Mr. Harle- 
But I hear her coming; walk this way, and 





quin 
Vil inftruct you. Exeunt. 


Tuus ends the fcene; which my correfpondent in- 
veighs againft with fo much bitternefs, that when I con- 
fider it throughout, I am almoft of opinion that (in the 
fafhionable phrafe) he is taking me in, and that he has 
defired my publication of it in order to excite curiofity, 
and to get the piece talked of before it’s appearance upon 
the ftage. And indeed this method of purrine by 
ABUSE is frequently the moft fuccefsful of any ; for as 
in thefe very reformed times a wicked book is fo rare to 
be met with, people will be tempted to read it out of 
mere curiofity. 

I REMEMBER a very {ceptical pamphlet, that was 
nowhere to be feen but in the bookfeller’s fhop, till the 
author bethought himfelf of felecting the moft offenfive 
paffages of it, and by printing them in the Daily Adver- 
tifer, and calling upon the clergy to confute, and the 
magiftrate to fupprefs fo pernicious a performance, 
he carried it through three imprefiions in lefs than 
a fortnight. If my prefent correfpondent has adopted 
this plan, I fhall take care to counterwork his defign, 
by giving it as my opinion, that the above fcene (how- 
ever it may be objected to by people of a particular turn) 
is perfectly harmlefs. 
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